346          LIFE ON THE STAGE
streets are in a terrible condition for a great fire—are they not?"
"Let us hope there won't be a great fire, replied mother, and began to pour out the coffee.
A little later the French lady coming in, to pass the compliments of the day, I was immediately moved to ask her if our fire service here was not superior to that of Paris ? And I was greatly pleased at her joyous acquiescence, until I discovered that her remarks had reference to our larger fireplaces — there are always certain drawbacks accompanying a foreign landlady.
Then I went to the matinee — for, lo, the poor actress always does double work on days of festivity for the rest of the world, and all occasions of legalized feasting find her eating " a cold bite." We were doing a play called "False Shame," known in England as "The White Feather," a very light three-act play. The dresses and scenery were beautiful; Mr. Daly provided me with one gown — a combination of sapphire-blue velvet and Pompadour brocade that came within an ace of making me look handsome, like the rest.
He remarked upon its effect, and I told him I felt compelled to look well, since I had nothing else to do; but the day had gone by when such remarks could anger him. He laughed good-humoredly and said: " All the same, Miss, that scene at the organ is mighty pretty and taking, too."
For, look you, in the theatre " a little knowledge is not a dangerous thing." Complete knowledge is, of course, preferable; but, ah, how far a very little will go, and here was my poor tum-tumming, " one and two and three and/' filling Mr. Daly's very soul with joy, because forsooth, in a lovely old English interior, all draped in Christmas greens, filled with carved-wood furniture, big logs burning in an enormous fireplace, wax candles in brass sconces, two girls are at the organ in dinner dress, who, nervously anxious about a New Year carol, with which they are going to surprise their guests at mid-night, seize the moment before dinner to try said carol over.